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== WHILE GUNTHER GYLES HAS. 
CONFESSED TO 
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TIS THE 
SAME Abd 
OVER LONBNWV.. 


THEN THE PHONE RANG--AND 
AS ENGLAND'S Aver SUPER 
HERO TEAM, EXCAL IBLE 
INATURALLY GOT INVOLVED IN 
THE SEARCH. 
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L PROMISE, AUT --- AS 

SOON AS WE FIND THE 

POOR GIRL--WE'LL HAVE 
SUCH A PARTY. 


BRIAN? YOU 
HAVEN'T SPOKEN 
A WORD IN HALE 
AN HOUR. 


WHILE SHADOAVCAT ANP MIBAHTERAWE- 
ER CONTINUE THEIR SEARCH OF 
|ABANPONEP BUILPINGS IN THE AREA AMY 
WAS LAST SEEN. 


OYLES' HISTORY OF MENTAL 


MELNESS HAS,..\COMPLICATED” 
SCOTLAND YAROS EFFORTS 


Ye 
TO LOCATE THE GIRL. 


BUT WE HAVE AWINDREDS 
OF VOLUNTEERS SCOURING 
GREATER LONDON EVEN AS 

WE SPEAK. 


THAT WAS THE 
PLAN, ANYWAY. 


ARE YOU STILLANGRY 
TM TOR 
THOMAS DION'T LET 
YOU “QUESTION” THI 
SUSPECT? 


AMY'S LOCATION. 
HOW DO YOU INTEND 
70 FIND THE GIRL, 


AND IF AMy'S BEEN \e I'D PREFER TO 
LEFT OL7SIPE IN THINK AAPFIER 
THIS MEATATER.-F 


\ 


Ne 


MAYBE WE CAN 


EXCHANGE THEORIES 
“ OVER 
(NER? 


LOVE INTHE PRECINGT THING ANP SIFT THROUGH THE A/V > 


ISN'T THIS A PRETTY PICTURE?! | |I NEEO YOU TD DO THAT COSMIC By UST WHAT T NEED. 
HOUSE/” ARE YOL HERE TO. OF THE SUSPECT IN 
SEDUCE 


WNEREPIBLE! SHE GES- 

TURED, ANC THE RAIN 

WATER |S BEING PULLED”) 
RIGHT OFF HIM! 


STATION OUT OF | 
FOR BRIAN, IN HIS 
Way, HE THINKS: fey 
Or yous 


OF TURNING YOUR BACK ON J; 
THE £/772E PEOPLE 


AS SOMETHING OF AN ORPHAN, 

I THOUGHT YOU'D KNOW WHAT PS 

IT'S LIKE TO BE ALONE AND 
ARAM P- 


YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE Ler’s LSERE G4/-- BUT WHOS 
ME... L CAN'T REMEMBER 16 CHIE WITH THE 
WHERE SHE IS/ RO, CEGST 


PLEASE-- IT'S LIKEA 
GIANT BLACK F/ST 


UN 
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OLIRE NOF- GOIN 
TOFINP THESIRL Ja 
IN TIME. 


(TOS AN EXPLOSION WITHOLIT SOUND. 


NE 
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Z RECALL paps AN) ABANDONED 
BUILDING 2S, DOES 
Mar be HELE? 


DAIZ! WHAT, 
TO THE SUSPECT? 


SEPARATELY. 


AIBUITIES.. 
CONSIDER IT 
DONE. 


I CAN THINK OF 
$x ABANCONED 
BUILDINGS ON THE 

MOORS. 
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AGAIN WITH THE 77” I'M LOOKING FOR A K7PMAPER? 
AND YOURE EXPECTING THE BOGEY MAN 


THE REST OF EXCALIBUR. 

THEY'RE 4 GOOD HALE-HOUR 

AWAY. IE YOU WANT TO WAIT 
OUT MERE FOR THEM, 


) 
"4 


SRY 


GIVE ME 

AWAIF SUCH AS YOu: ASE 
SELF, ISTHE DAYITURN TO GET 
IN MY BADGE. A REACY.. 


LET ME SL 
WTO SOMETHI 
MORE 


Beesen 
ZG y 
HOPING TO BE PICKED 
UP IN PYCCADILLEY 
CIRCUS L 


ANYTHING , YOLL WOULDN' 
HARD TO PROVE YOURSELF! 


Rik COR 


Peosseenn SSS 
idpppipin HAN aNnyy. SS 


SOS IT'S BLINDING HE-- 
Een WITH My EYES. 
CLOSED’ 


oO 
THIS IS TOO WEIRO... 
I CAN FEEBL THE 

LIGHT--74S7@ IT-- 


~7AS IF IT'S IN My YES, MASTER -- 
VERY AUNES BUT RACHE! I LIVE TO SERVE. 
THAT Pg (BLE! eI 2 


I CAN FEEL My AACIAL SCARS 
RESURFACING -- 4 PERMANENT 

REMINDER OF My ROLE IN THE 
FALL OF MUTANTKINDY 


AS POWERLESS 
AS I WAS THE CO THIS |S THE ALTERNATE 
FIRST TIME/S 2 FUTURE T Came FROM, 
WHERE MUTANTS 
TRACKED DOWN AND 
KULED By THE 
WUITEP STATES 
GOVERNMENT. 7 


GREAT. IST WHAT 
I NEED... A GODDESS 
WANNA-BE 

ROUND THE BEND! 


HELP QYSELEL 


WHEN HE serevireD THE 2 
HASSACRE AT Tr 


Is 
2D FOR AUTANT 
"EL DOM 


SO _WILLTHE 
PITIFUL 


FORGIVE HER, ATER -- 
SHE KNOWS NOT WHAT 
SHE DOES. 


WHILE I ABWOR 
VIOLENCE IT WAS 
NECESSARY 


DO WHAT YOU MUST To My BODY, AHAB. MY 
FAUTA: IN GOD ASSURES ME THAT YOU AND 
YOUR PRECIOUS HIERARCHY WILL OVE DAY FALLS 


- AT THE SAME 
TIME I DELIVER 
ELESS 


Min 
SUMMERS © A 


WHATEVER IT 1S 
HAS PISSED, BUT 
SHE LOOKS 60... 
DEFEATED, 


cA WOULT SONCENTRATE 
ON VEFEATING ME IF I 


"PEFEATEP 2S ON THE <OW7RARY-- THE 
WHAT A SPLENPIDLY, EATURE { 
MUMAN <ONCEPT / WERE You 
fs : ye PR EVEN IF rie, 

: MP OS ABLE 

YOu ENGINEERED 
THE BE GIRL DILEMMA D 
L<OULF S1P MO, 


LIL PROF 
THE Shs 
ALLL HAP TO 
VO WAS TRIS — 
MEMORIES 
OF RACHEL 
SORT IP PAST... 
Ee 


IN THE PAST, 

PHYAISAL ASSAULTS 

HAP AN ACTLIAL BEFECT 

MY <ORPOREAL 
FORM ! 
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THAT 1S Wily Z HA 


AIG! 


Ss ID RETIN TOM 
Sy OWN PIMENFION, SO 
S \ =I MGH 
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WIS 7 7 
_ J 
HOW ARE YOU 
AT SIPHONING 

OFF LYSCLIST 


¥ 


> 
7 YOU CAN WAIT \ > 
BE PEA maa _ Par 


> ian =" THEN I‘ BE AMP Py TOTELL YOU WHERE SHE 1/9 


TAKE ANY 7990 PEOPLE IN 

COSTLIME, INTROPLICE THEM AND 

THEY COMMENCE TO DESTROY HUGE 
PACKS OF REAL ESTATE, 


\aole EH? PHOENIX’ S 

Ane ene ly 
SOMETHING 
SSEFUL. 


NO Way 10 REACH 
FROM HERE. ANI 
GOING. LiINP 


MK) STRONGER / YOU 
$EE--THE MORE T BEAT 
YOU, THE MORE DE- 
PRESSE 


YOU BECOME... 


CON T WILL BE AS 

POWERFUL IN 77 

DIMENSION ASI AM 
IN MY One? 


CAN 
ALMOST BELIEVE IM 
GOING TO PIE TONIGHT. 


STAN’S SOAPBOX 


Hi, Heroes! Even though Christmas is 
behind us, big-hearted Marvel still has 
plenty of goodies in store for you! And 
here's where your old faithful Soapbox 
Santa clues you in to two new titles going 
on sale right now! 

You've seen the ads! You've heard the 
name uttered in whispers! But now its 
time to meet the newest, most exotically 
exciting superstar in the mightly Marvel 
firmament—the only super hero based 
on a reabiife, flesh-and-blood human 
being— dazzling, dangerous, deadly—a 
‘smoldering, sizzling stick of human dyna- 
mite—the one and only NIGHT CAT! 

Of course, the cat's manager, Dapper 
Don Kessler, and | have a somewhat 
selfish motive for pushing Night Cat's first 
issue since sneaky artist Denys Cowan 
actually drew us in as part of the story. 
Yours truly wrote the script, too, which 
could possibly change the complexion of 
the comic book industry for all time to 


twas a rainy day in New York. The kind 

‘of day when you could get wet just 

by walking outside, The man on the 
corner was selling umbrellas for five dol- 
lars each. | could usually talk him down to 
three. When | got home, | would throw iton 
the pile with the 300 other umbrellas I've 
managed to leave at home every time it 
rains. It seems to rain a lot in New York. 
Perhaps it's God's way of trying to give the 
city an acid bath. Perhaps not, That's not 
for me to say. Me, I'm just another private 
eye. They call me Dodge Deadline. . 
Comic Book Detective. 

Itwas a slow day at the office: | was just 
about to seriously consider calling up that 
guy on TV who makes the pitch for Apex 
Technical School. Then he walked in — 
Tom DeFalco, head honcho over at Marvel 
Comics. He had a problem, and he needed 
my help. Last months Bullpen Bulletins 
Page had disappeared before it had ever 
seen print. He wanted me to find it. | took 
the case. Tom took the six-pack, 

Iheaded uptown to the offices of Marvel 
Comics. If | was going to learn anything 
about the missing Bullpen Page, this was 
the place to do it. My first stop was the 
office of PUNISHER editor Don Daley. 

Don told me he was exhausted — he 
was still resting up from the New York 
Runners Club's Midnight Run. That's arun 
that's held every year, beginning at exactly 
twelve midnight on New Year's Day, Don 
also entered the New York Marathon last 
year for the first time. It seemed like hed 
been doing a lot of running lately. Just 
what exactly was he running from, any- 
way? | listed Don as a suspect, and 
movedon. 

| stopped by Ralph Macchio's oftice, 
and found Ralph's assistant, Mike Heisler, 
still missing after a mysterious three- 
month absence. Heisler allegedly is tak- 
ing some time off to do some freelance 
lettering; something about owing a debt to 
his uncle. Funny, I didn't know Heislers: 
uncle was named “Sam”. Another poten- 
tial suspect. 

| stopped in to see Jim Salicrup, but he 
was so deliriously happy, he couldn't even 


come! But don't let that discourage you— 

you can always just iook at the pictures! 
But hey, that's only half the excitement! 

‘Our whole blushin’ Bullpen is turned on to 


talk to me, Dodge Deadline. It seemed one 
of Jim's freelancers, Fred Hembeck, re- 
cently had a baby with his lovely wife 
Lynn. The child was born on August 25th, 
and named Julie Elizabeth Moss Hembeck. 
That's a lot of names for a little kid. In his 
present state, there was no talking to 
Salicrup, so | made a mental note to track 
him down later. 

| noticed my mental pen was getting low 
on mental ink, so | made another mental 
note to stop by a mental store later and 
pick up some more: 

I headed over to see Craig Anderson, 
Marvel's resident vidiot. Craig gave me the 
lowdown on the new Silver Surfer home 
video game from Nintendo, and the Spider- 
Man home game from Sega-Genesis, Craig 
added that the Spider-Man hand-held 
game from Gameboy is also a big, big hit. 
Craig talked about a potential Spider-Man 
arcade game, but he seemed to be dodg- 
ing the real issue. Did Craig know some- 
thing about the missing Bullpen Page— 
something he wasn't telling me, Dodge 
Deadline? 

Craig threw me a few names—Jim 
Starlin, George Perez. | caught them. He 


said they were working on a project which 
just might blow the lid off this whole case. 
But Starlin and Perez were nowhere to be 
found. Apparently they'd gone into hiding 
to work on this hush-hush project. All | 
found about this mystery project was that 
it involved a dangerous customer by the 


name of Thanos, ..as well as almost 
everybody in the Marvel Universe. Clearly 
1 was on to something big. . but that 
wasn't the case | was working on, 'd have 
to come back to that some other day; | still 
hadn't found that Bullpen Page. 

Assistant Editor Chris Cooper walked 
by me, Dodge Deadline, in the hall. |over- 
heard him tel fellow assistant, Len Kaminsky 
he’s never been mentioned in the Bullpen 
Page before. Len said that made two of 
them. Hmm—that gives them both mo- 
tives, but very flimsy ones. 

I slarted snooping around Bob Budian- 
sky's office. But Bob wasn't talking 
Neither was his assistant, Tom Brevoort. 


= BULLPEN BULLETINS 2 


Troma Films’ wild and wacky world-famous 
movie idol, TOXIC AVENGER, the super 
hero who makes Spider-Man seem like a 
well-adjusted average guy! In fact, we dig 
it'so much that we made a deal with Lova- 
ble Lyoyd Kaufman and the Magnanim- 
ous Michael Herz, The big-lime movie pro- 
ducers who so unselfishly unleashed ol’ 
Toxie on a defenseless public, a deal to 
publish his sensationally screwy adven- 
tures in our maniacal style! 

Be forewarned! Toxie is not your usual 
hero! In fact, he's not your usual anything. 
But this you can count on—NIGHT CAT 
and THE TOXIC AVENGER may turn out 
to be the most unexpected hits of 91, and, 
thanks to my legendary generosity, youre 
the first to hear of them! 

Now, till next ish, wherever you go, 
whatever you do, think Marvell (Instead of 
cluttering your mind with non-essentials!) 

Excelsior! 


All | could get out of them was that they're 
doing a newsstand reprint of the four-issue 
DEATHLOK Limited Series, and working 
‘on the 1991 Marvel trading cards. 

That was all well and good, but it didn't 
solve my case. | paid a visit to Epic Editor 
Marcus McLaurin, who was happy as a 
clambake about the fourth anniversary of 
the Comic Illustrators Guild at the Pratt 
‘School of Art and Design. It seems Marcus 
formed the club while in his senior year at 
the school, to pave the way for future gen- 
erations of artists to get away with drawing 
comics in class. 

He's one sharp cucumber, that Marcus, 
but no Bullpen Page-napper. Next | noticed 
his assistant, Marie Javins. Marie's wall is 
decorated with drawings of cows by some 
of the biggest names in comics. But Marie 
threatened to take down her Wall of Boun- 
tiful Bovines if she received no new sub- 
missions soon. Would Marie's wall come 
tumbling down? Unfortunately, | couldn't 
stick around to find out, 

could've pumped people at Marvel for 
answers all day, but | was cruising in the 
fast lane to nowhere. Everyone was a po- 
tential suspect. | decided | would switch 
tactics. 

Icharmed my way into Marvel's master 
computer file. If there was any trace left of 
the Bullpen Page, | knew | would find it 
here. | punched up the file, and there it 
was—the December Bullpen Page. It 
was just full of all kinds of incriminating 
evidence about the Marvel staff. If this 
thing ever saw print, it would destroy sev- 
eral careers, a couple marriages, and the 
noon trade at Slappy Sam's Eat 'n’ Run. 
No wonder someone tried to suppress it. 
This thing was hotter than a jalapeno pep- 
per in a sauna. 

| decided to take the disc to DeFalco. If 
anyone knew | had this disc, | could start 
etching my own epitaph. Just then, | felt 
the cold steel of the barrel of a .45 press 
against the back of my neck 


ISTHIS THE END OF DODGE DEADLINE? 
YOU WISH. 


WELMINY, (ST 17-2 THE THINGS WE LEARN 
AS WE GET OLDER. 


wn ANP ELL BE 
WAITING FOR YOU, 


LABY, LADY --YOU 
GOTTA HELP THIS 
SAVED 


MISTER?! YOU'RE STEALING 
YOU'RE My BEST LINE? 


All Ma 
HOW CO you 
FLELT 


LISTEN HERE, 
MISSY! DON'T 


LASTED E7vE 
Ssécowos 
AGAINST YOu. 


sal oteeyge peta 


bEAD OR ALIVE, SHE'S BACK 


<LEKTRA 
LIVES AGAIN 


<PICHARD<OVER GRAPHIC NOVEL 
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